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island was an island now-it had been a continent when we
were beside it; Mary Rose's island, we were sure. It sat there,
a cypressed shape in the star-gleams, drawing its fragrances
about it. Even the nightingale's song had grown dim; but
the water-voices had followed us, and were all under our
boat. All there were, on that silent lake; and they, so light
and lulling.
We drifted a long time. So many twinkles led to those
mountains! Lights had gone down, on the shore; managing,
in that noble starshine, to get a gleam on the face of Minnie,
we were amazed to find it nearly midnight and rowed back,
dew and peacefulness to the roots of our hair, watching the
glorious retreat of the mountains. Babs "lined" a cypress
and stretched out-gladly, for it was growing chill; a swift
wake we made, without a swerve, but even so were met by
worried hosts on the dock. From the cm to the water's edge
they had been going-back and forth, they told us... did
they know that was Mary Rose's island? They could not
imagine any one's wishing to row for hours on "a dark lake,"
and with smiles and great relief bowed us to our beds. But
I shall never know what it was the padrone tried to tell us
that night, as he pushed us off from the little wharf.